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run at wild will upon it producing strange acute strains, unpremeditated harmonies comparable to nothing that I know of but some Hungarian rhap-sody; verses of seventeen syllables interwoven with verses of eight, and even nine, masculine rhymes, seeking strange union with feminine rhymes in the middle of the line—a music sweet, subtil, and epicene; the half-note, the inflexion, but not the full tone—as "se fondre, o souvenir., des lys acres delices"
Se penchant vers les dahlias, Des paons cabrient des rosace lunaire L'assoupissement des branches ve"nere Son pale visage aux mourants dahlias.
Elle e"coute au loin les breves musiques Nuit claire aux ramures d'accords, Et la lassitude a berc6 son corps Au rhythme odorant des pures musiques.
Les paons ont dresse" la ratnpe oecelle"e Pour la descente de ses yeux vers le tapis
De choses et de sens Qui va vers 1'horizon, parure vemieu!6e
De son corps alangui
En ame se tapit Le flou desir molli de rScits et d'encens.
I laughed at these verbal eccentricities, but they were not without their effect, and that effect was a demoralising one; for in me they aggravated the fever of the unknown, and whetted my appetite for the strange, abnormal and unhealthy in art. Hence all pallidities of thought and desire were eagerly wel-
i Is poissons," and other works are to follow:—the six tomes of "Legendes de Reves et de Sangs," the innumerable tomes of "La Glose," and the single tome of "La Loi."
